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PATER DOMINIK SCHOEDL was a peasant's son
from the Tyrol His home was a village high up in the
Alps. The peasants spent their energy .climbing. When
they wanted to cultivate the steep rocky slopes of the
mountains, they had to carry up the soil handful by
handful and throw it on. At forty they were dried-up
old men yet they mostly lived till they were a hundred.

Dominik Schoedl loved to hear that he would have
made a good lumberjack. The study of theology had
made him short-sighted, he blinked through mighty
glasses, but his peasant body had remained strong as
an ox.

For twenty years now he had been Catholic
Missionary in China, He was just describing in great
detail to an American Methodist Missionary who had
just arrived in Shanghai but was not able to proceed
to the interior, how he had worked in China and what
at last had happened to him.

" In the night," he said, " they have knocked at my
door. Three peasants, Christians. They've told me to
chuck it. Because the peasants have sworn to kill all
foreigners and also all their Chinese big noises in
Canton and in Nankin and in Pekin. All of them have
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